packing-cases to the window. Their visitor was only a
little boy with a tin can. And triviality returned*
'Little boy, what do you want?'
'Please, I am the milk/
'Did Miss Avery send you?* said Margaret, rather
sharply.
'Yes, please.'
'Then take it back and say we require no milk/ While
she called to Helen, 'No, it's not the siege, but possibly an
attempt to provision us against one.'
'But I like milk/ cried Helen. 'Why send it away?'
'Do you? Oh, very well. But we've nothing to put it in,
and he wants the can/
'Please, I'm to call in the morning for the can,9 said the
boy.
'The house will be locked up then/
'In the morning would I bring eggs, too?*
'Are you the boy whom I saw playing in the stacks last
week?'
The child hung his head.
'Well, run away and do it again/
'Nice little boy/ whispered Helen. 'I say, what's your
name? Mine's Helen/
'Tom/
That was Helen all over. The Wilcoxes, too, would ask a
child its name, but they never told their names in return.
'Tom, this one here is Margaret. And at home we've
another called Tibby/
'Mine are lop-eareds,' replied Tom, supposing Tibby to
be a rabbit.
'You're a very good and rather a clever little boy* Mind
you come again, - Isn't he charming?'
'Undoubtedly,' said Margaret. 'He is probably the son
of Madge, and Madge is dreadful. But this place has
wonderful powers/
'What do you mean?*
'I don't know/
* Because I probably agree with you**
* It kills what is dreadful and makes what is beautiful live/
279